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“To Old Fezziwig. Please, you have a glorious soul. Go and dance forever. We will cheer you on and tap our toes in rhythm to your steps.”

Paul John Hausleben

01 April 2021
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SINCE JUST ABOUT THE first day after I first published A New Jersey Christmas Tale, many readers simply refer to the book as A New Jersey Christmas Carol. I have even had my own slips of the tongue and referred to the book by what must be its unofficial alternate title.

I had a dedicated reader, who reads most of my books and materials and frequently contacts me via email circuits, write to me after Christmas in 2023. In the email message, he told me how his family and he all have a new tradition of reading A New Jersey Christmas Tale during the Christmas season. They usually begin reading the story about a week or so before Christmas and finish the book on Christmas Eve or on Christmas Day. It was very humbling to hear of this family tradition with one of my books and to hear that I was part of their holiday celebrations; even more so, since I have my own tradition of every Christmas season, of reading my all-time favorite story and book of A Christmas Carol by Mr. Dickens. 

Then the reader finished off the message with a question.

“One question, Paulie. Why did you not title the book A New Jersey Christmas Carol? It seems to be a perfect title for this book, which would make it even more of an instant classic.”

Oh, no! Stakes of holly through the heart! Now, the Ghosts of Christmas book titles officially haunted me, from the past, present, and future.

I answered the reader’s question with an honest answer.

“Because I liked the way A New Jersey Christmas Tale sounded. It had a catchy and retrospective sound to it.”

At least in my opinion, it did. Nostalgia at work. It seems as authors, publishers, and editors, do not use the word “tale” too much anymore when referring to stories or books. Since this story reflects a by-gone time and era and alludes to Mr. Dicken’s classic story, I liked the word tale in the title.

Shortly thereafter receiving the message from the reader, I spotted an advertisement on the internet for an on-line course offered by a university for enrollment in a course for an in-depth study of A Christmas Carol by Charles Dickens. 

PJH immediately enrolled in the course. It was back to school time for Paulie. It was a certificate course, but I am not interested in any more degrees at this point in my life. Over the length of the Christmas season, I studied and worked my way through the coursework. The course consisted of about fifteen lectures by the professor via a video, then a wrap up and tests at the end of each lesson. Since I always say that A Christmas Carol is not only my favorite book and storyline and the greatest book and story of all-time, I felt as if I knew the book inside and out and upside down and right side and left side up. The university course was the highlight of my 2023 Christmas season. I completed it in a short time with a score of one-hundred percent. It was more than enjoyable; it was wonderful, and the course taught PJH aspects of the characters, and the story, and about Mr. Dickens that I not only never knew, but there were some angles that I never even considered.

Fast forward in time.

In June 2024, while on a creative and writing lull and bent on improving my organization, I was poking and clicking through some notes and files, when I found the notes, the coursework text for A Christmas Carol, and the examinations from the university course. Those items combined with remembering the message from the reader and the waves of title controversy over the title of A New Jersey Christmas Tale. And to add to the formula and the birth of this special edition book, while organizing files, I found in the PJH writing vault, a commentary on the Dickens masterpiece that I wrote about the time that I was envisioning and writing the outline for A New Jersey Christmas Tale.

I intended to publish the commentary piece, along with some Christmas related lists of fun material, in the blog sections on the God Bless the Keg Publishing LLC website. For some unknown reasons, I never published the commentary piece or any of the lists. I put them in the PJH vault and completely forgot about them. Until now!

Ah ha! The picture became clearer. I could use my new knowledge from the university course, fit it into the commentary and expand upon the scope of that commentary to the point that it would enhance not only the experience of reading A New Jersey Christmas Tale but also A Christmas Carol. The light bulb of ideas burned brightly! A special edition, or should it be a re-titled release? I had never done anything such as re-titling a book before. Was it even possible?

PJH jumped into research of the subject, and yes, I found it done quite often, particularly when a certain aspect of the book or creation becomes very popular. More so than the original author or creator ever imagined. One example came from the music world and one of my favorite musical artists. The late, great Gordon Lightfoot originally released an LP album in the 1970s, and when one cut on the album became a huge hit, the record company re-released the album under the title of the hit single.

At that time, I was unsure of what exactly what I wanted to do with this new idea for a project. Therefore, I set the project aside for approximately three months to focus on and finish other projects. 

When I revisited this book, I decided to compose a special edition with the new title and still reference the original title, and include the commentary and some new tidbits such as this section of author’s notes and some of my not-so-world-famous lists. The lists are of various Christmas related items, including some ratings about A Christmas Carol. Followers and readers of PJH sure know how Paulie loves to make lists and ratings!

This special edition turned out rather well; however, I still feel as if the original title has a special ring to it! Upon close examination of the titles and the stories behind them, I think they can both coexist with each other on their own sides of the bookshelf. Bookends and companions in the literary world of Paul John Hausleben alongside his writing hero. A nice place to be.

This was a fun and enjoyable project to work on and publish. On behalf of PJH, Mr. Dickens, Mr. Steed, Mr. Shook, Old Fezziwig, Ebeneezer, Tiny Tim, and all the others, I truly hope that this work and the original versions all become an enjoyable part of your Christmas season and a part of your holiday celebrations for many years to come.

Thank you for reading it.

Paul John Hausleben

15 September 2024
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​THE ENTIRE YEAR OF 2020 was as if it was part of the principal theme for a storyline of a bizarre science fiction novel. The pandemic of COVID-19 brought havoc and upheaval to the entire world. The topsy-turvy reports from an endless stream of experts left everyone in the general population twisting and turning at the horror of the situation. No one knew what to make of the constant changing of the facts, at a gasping media clutching at the prospect of unparalleled ratings, at the horror of harsh rules imposed on a (until now) free society and the destruction of businesses and livelihoods. Then we had to deal with the contrast between the ominous predictions of the end of the entire world to the “oh it is not so bad” type of testimonies. No one could separate the fact from the fiction.

By the time that the holiday season rolled around, everyone was weary of it all and longed for normalcy and some semblance of order in the grand celebrations of the gathering of families, and the joy and peace that the holidays bring to our lives and hearts. It was to be a welcome relief. Alas, it was not to be! More dire straits, more rules and confinements and the lockdowns and madness continued. Everyone made the best of it; including Paul John Hausleben.

I am usually a solitary creature, and this all seemed somewhat familiar to me. I am usually alone at Christmastime; the holiday has long since lost any luster in my own personal life. In fact, I am alone most of the time, so off I went into the PJH Writing Command Center to take the edge off reality with some intense creativity and to be alone with my characters. Christmas was a safe haven for me to write within; having published many Christmas stories already and because of the harshness and bleakness, I found that this particular year it was even easier to dive into the holly, the music, and the inspiration.

And, oh, yes, did I find inspiration!

A Christmas Carol by Mr. Charles Dickens is my favorite story. I believe it is the greatest story ever written with the most colorful and amazing characters of all time, too. Dickens has no peers; in my opinion, he is the greatest author of all time. 

Traditionally, every year at Christmastime, most often on Christmas Eve, I sit down next to my Christmas tree with my favorite beverage in hand and I read A Christmas Carol. Every time that I read it, I manage to capture something else out of the story that I previously missed. Christmas 2020 was no different because I noticed how the profound genius of the story and its amazing author was actually in the early redemption of Scrooge within the pacing of the storyline. When Ebenezer Scrooge views the Christmas Eve party scene at the workplace where he was apprenticed at as a young man, and absorbs the immense joy and overwhelming generosity of Old Fezziwig, Scrooge is actually a changed man. The rest of the story and experiences simply reinforce his change. Old Fezziwig might be the greatest of all of Dickens’s characters and that is saying something special!

When I finished the annual reading of the story, an idea to honor my favorite author as well as my favorite story and my home city and state popped into my head. The fact that A Christmas Carol is now in the listed titles in the public domain made my decision easier.

I decided that I would write my own version of the story, not to duplicate it or copy it (as if I could even do that!) but to honor it. I would create my own characters, use the basic premise of good overcoming meanness and sadness and despair, within the magic of Christmastime, and make the setting in my home city of Paterson, New Jersey, in the mid-1970s. Additionally, it seemed fitting to write such a story and help overcome the despair that COVID-19 wrought onto our lives and the holiday season.

Off I went, writing my own Christmas story, and while some basic themes are familiar, there are major and minor changes to the storyline along with an entire cast of original PJH characters. The story flowed easily from the start to the finish. While riding an intense wave of creativity, I wrote this book in seven days.

I hope that by sharing my little meandering of words here within my own memories of the holiday that it invokes some of your own memories and returns you to a time when life was kinder, gentler, and simpler. I also hope that it helps you to realize the magnitude of the genius of Mr. Dickens and of his original story.

Dear reader, I hope that it returns you to a time when if one Christmas light in the string went out; then they all went out, and it began a painstaking troubleshooting mission to find the malicious culprit in the string. To a time when we hung tinsel straight upon the tree branches and took the time to make sure that we did so. Ah, the slightest breeze from the nearby heater, or the slightest miscue, caused the fragile tinsel to loop over the other branches! Straighten them with care now.

I wish to return you, dear reader, to a simple time, before technology captivated us, and to a certain extent ruined us, as it combined with the dreaded social media as it controlled us and guided our every move and thought. To a time when we actually spoke around the kitchen table, and on the front stoop, and to when we read newspapers and spoke on the telephone and did not text or message each other instead. When we sent Christmas cards as seasonal greetings and we listened to the radio as much as we watched television. When journalists were journalists and not activists, when sports were about sports and not about political actions, when we told stories, when we shared thoughts, not constant malice, and discontent. That, dear reader, is my wish for you.

Perhaps it is more of a dream than it is a wish. I hope that I succeed in some small way.

Thank you, Mr. Dickens for writing the greatest story ever written, thank you for allowing me to jump in here with you, and most of all, please, to all the readers, accept my heartfelt thankfulness for reading, and in theory, enjoying my efforts. Thank you for you.

27 December 2020

Mr. Paul John Hausleben
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A NEW JERSEY CHRISTMAS Tale honors my old home city of Paterson, New Jersey, and the outlying areas. In honor to Mr. Dickens, where I could do so, I did my best in writing this manuscript to abandon typical New Jersey slang and wording and harken back to how Mr. Dickens wrote the original wording and phrasing with just a touch of “Old English” tendencies. Obviously, it is not typical of New Jersey in the 1970s, nor is it how I usually write authentic New Jersey “speak” in my past work, but I felt as if it was the proper manner with which to compose the work.
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Prologue
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It is an easy contraption to assemble. At first, it comes out of the box as a flat and unusually shaped thing. As I hold it in my hand and realize that I need to shape it and adjust it in order for it to resemble a Christmas tree, I go to work. What used to take many hours now only will take me a few minutes, but then again, it is a much smaller tree than what we used to put up in our home. The lights are plug and play L.E.D. types with no more worry about when one light goes out, they all go out sort of thing. The lights all light up handsomely and economically, too.

I place a few ornaments on the tree. A few homemade ornaments from past years, the hockey goalie, a few New York Yankees replica ornaments. There you go . . . the Mick takes his place on a lower branch. I put the battery-powered Christmas train around the tree’s base. It does not have the character that the old Lionel train had, nor does it possess the carbon smell from the electric motor brushes, but it works fine enough. Percy Faith guides me along with background music, and within an hour or so, the tree glows with enticing Christmas captivation. I sit in the chair in front of the tree, turn the lights off in my apartment, and admire my handiwork. Admittedly, it looks beautiful.

Christmas is so different this year, and the loneliness creeps into my soul and envelopes me. I have a sudden thought. Dickens! Yes! Scrooge and Marley and the Ghosts, and Bob and Tiny Tim, and of course, Old Fezziwig. They will keep me company. I put away the Christmas boxes that held the lights, the ornaments, and the Christmas tree. Then, after doing so, I dig around in a box in my closet and find the book. After pouring three fingers of Irish whiskey neat into a glass, I settle into my chair and open the blessed book.

I will leave the music on as a backdrop to my reading.

Let me see; now, oh yes, someone is as dead as a doornail. No doubt that he is. He is, indeed!

Here we go now, off into another glorious Christmas season.

Christmas, glorious, Christmas.

Open hearted and slightly tipsy, I wander wide-eyed just as if I was a youngster into all the magic that it brings.

After reading the blessed book. I close the covers and think. I have an idea. A variation on the original theme. Yes! Thank you, Mr. Dickens. Here we go now.

1974.

In the old neighborhood. A mean, old, nasty guy. I have known a few in my time. An old lace factory. A by-gone era.

I can write this. Yes, I can.
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Mr. Absalom Wickham Steed
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IT WAS A DULL, DARK day before Christmas in 1974. Indeed, it was Christmas Eve.

It was a bitterly cold December day, and the cold infiltrated every nook and cranny of life in the good old city of Paterson, New Jersey. Many were mindful of the cold, while others were not. Some people bundled up with heavy coats, scarves, wool hats, boots, and gloves in order to fight it, while others felt no ill effects of the cold. A light jacket and a cap would suffice to ward off the cold. For some people of this good world and a few other worlds both known and unknown, bitterness came built-into their souls. Bitterness was just as if it was another molar or incisor in their mouths.

It bit just the same as those sharp teeth did.

Bitterness was for them, just as laughter is for the joyous. Bitterness came easily; it was a way of life; ingrained, commonplace. If these bitter people were to laugh or smile, no one would recognize them.

On this bitter cold Christmas Eve, the sky occasionally spit out some reluctant snowflakes and the clouds crept lower and grew darker as the day edged slightly past noontime. The weather prediction was for a white Christmas, with the snowfall increasing and falling steadier after sunset.

The prospect of a white Christmas caused a great deal of merriment and joy in the yearly celebration because of the wonderment and the quiet hush it would bring to the season. Snow at this time of year was special. Very special, and even in an old and tired city such as old Paterson was, it covered everything in a sparkle of beauty and white. A refreshing of an aged world.

Today, many were joyous, but a few were not. One person in particular was quite sour indeed. 

The old Haledon number fourteen bus chugged along Belmont Avenue as it headed toward the corner of West Broadway and Belmont Avenue. The bus teemed with merriment and joy. Shoppers sat seat-to-seat and arm-to-arm while heading to downtown Paterson, New Jersey to pick up last-minute gifts at Jacobs-29 department store, Meyer Brothers department store, and Stern Brothers and many others. Downtown Paterson was the place to be today!

The hot roasted peanuts at the Planter’s Store smelled like Heaven! Lunch at the Woolworth’s counter was neck-to-neck and four persons deep in line.

As the old number fourteen bus cruised past Cliff Street and Belmont Avenue, the passengers broke out in a random rendition of the Christmas song, “God rest Ye Merry Gentlemen. . ..”

Just around the corner on Cliff Street, a few hundred feet or so of where the bus just cruised by, sat the Steed Lace Factory. The bricks of the foundation and the building’s exterior were first placed home in and around 1900, the wooden floors were a set a year later, and the slate roof received a seal coat with a heavy sealing pitch once since then. Roof leaks were just
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